Chapter i j

WAR

ELIZABETH was now fifty-three years of age, and had reigned
twenty-eight years. Relentless time had been at work. Many of
;the servants and friends of her youth were dead. Mistress Ash-
ley had gone, long ago -e What a heretic she was!' - and few of
the Cambridge humanists remained: Ascham was dead, and so
vWere Nichoks Bacon, Thomas Smith, Thomas Wilson, Walter
'Ha&dofl, Mathew Parker, James Pilkington - these and others
,who had gathered about the pupil of their friend, Ascham, and
iievoted themselves to the construction of the Elizabethan
'Church and State. Time's unpleasant hand was on the three out-
(standing men who still were with their mistress to face jhe ap-
proaching crisis of the reign. Leicester had grown stout and lost
$ie sharp precision of his features; his beard and moustache
straggled; he was a little bloated, Cecil was an old greybeard,
groaning with the twinges of gout, and often from Court; an
elder statesman, wise in judgement, still capable of tremendous
work. Walsingham was a martyr to the stone, and he too could
ao longer be so assiduous in attendance; but his nature was as
irSent as ever, his grasp of affairs did not falter, nor his cunning
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To the Queen herself, Time had been kinder. She was again
In very good health, walking or riding, as her custom was, every
fair day. Torpid neither in mind nor body, she renewed her
spirit in the youthfulness of a Court that was constantly re-
freshed by new recruits. She had no tendency to stoutness, had
not as yet become angular, and the Impression that she made
upon an observer at this time was of one who had been beautiful
when young. Age enhanced rather than diminished her remark-
able dignity. Sitting, dressed in white In her golden state coach,
shec appeared like a goddess such as painters are wont to depict5.
Hetjeign had silenced the old blast of the trumpet against the